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He would spend the day at the Three Choughs. He had been
there before and remembered the name well—but aye! he would
be outside that church, or inside that church, or straddling like
Apollyon across the path to that church, long before it struck six
by the clock!
"If that old bitch," he thought, "wasn't lying and it w
Salisbury, I'll take some late train from Yeovil; and if there's
no letter at the post-office there—and it's mad to think there
would be, for how could there be?—I'll go straight to the
Salisbury fair-field and insist on seeing her!"
So far he had caught only a glimpse of Mr. Quirm, as that
gentleman helped him getting the lady into the house; and
since then it had been his role to sit by her side as she lay on
a faded and dirty couch, in a room that he heard them describe
as "the study," though it turned out to be their only living-
room, while her husband prepared some medicinal concoction
for her in the kitchen. The woman's eyes were shut now and she
lay breathing so softly that he fancied she might be asleep.
She had roused herself to murmur some question about Mr.
Quirm and had smiled with what looked like weary amusement,
when Dud explained where the man was.
His own thoughts, as he watched those tired eyelids under
the blurred spectacles, had suddenly taken such a drastic leap
that it made the whole fabric of Glymes with all its inhabitants
melt into insubstantial vapour. "Why don't I go round to that
market-field to-night and find out for certain where they're
going to-morrow? I'd surely find someone to ask, without being
seen hanging round by Old Funky ?"
With what seemed like the reasonable part of his mind he
decided that this is what he would do, but he had an extraordin-
ary shrinking from it that he couldn't overcome. He had a
blind fear that he might be seen and that if he were, the girl
would be somehow spirited away! He glanced at a plate of
cold meat that had been laid at his side among the piles of books.
"It's funny," he thought, "that Pra not a bit hungry. It
must be that girl. I don't believe I'll eat a morsel till I'm safe
in the train for Yeovil. How long that chap is! What the devil
is he doing? I must have been sitting here for at least half an
hour."
But several more minutes passed, and he had begun to feel
sure by her breathing that the woman was asleep, when the

